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The tragedy of Hamlet 

hcarc me old friend, can you play the murthcr o£GoHzAgo^ 

P/c^, >myLord. ^ 

Weele bau c to morrow night, you could tor need ttudy 
j fpccch of (bmc dolcn lines, or fixteene lines, which* I would fet 
downc and infert in t;could you not? 

VUy* I my Lord. 

B<w. Very well, follow that Lord , and looke youmockchim 
not. My good friends, He Icaue you till nighc,you arc welcome 

to ElfoKourd^ Exeunt VoLAftd^ lay erSt 

Rof, Good my Lord. Exit% 

Warn, I fojGod buy to you, now I am alone, • 

O what a toguc^and pcfanc flaue an 1! ' 

Is it not monftrous that this player heerc ■ ■ ■ T' 

But in a fixion,in a dreame ot paflion 
Could force hisfoule fo to his ownc conceit 
That from her working all the vifage wand, 

Tcarcs in his eyesjdiftra^ion in his afpc6t^ 

A broken voyce,and his whole fun<ftionfuting 
With formes to his conccit;and all for nothings 
For Hecuha* 

What's \^.ecuba tO him, or he to her, 

That he fhould wcepe for her? what would he doc 
Had he thcmotiuc,and that for paflion 
That I hauc?hc would drownc the ftage with tcarcs. 

And clcauc the generall care with horrid fpcech. 

Make mad the guilty, and appealc the free. 

Confound the ignorant, and amaze indeed, 

The very faculties of tyes and earesjyct I, 

A dull and muddy mettled raskall pcake. 

Like /<7^«-a-dreames , vnpregnant of my caufe. 

And can fay nothing;no not for a King, 

Vpon whole property and moft dearc life, . 

A damn'd defcate was made ; am I a coward, ^ 

Who calls me villaine,brcakcs my pate a crofl'c, 

Pluckes off my bcard,and blowcs it in my^ face, 

T wckes me by the nofc,giucs me the lie i th throatc 
As deepe as to the lungcs.-who does me this, 

Habfs' wounds I fliould take it : for it cannot be 
But I am pidgion liuerd,and Uckc gall 
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Prime ofDenmirke0 

To make oppreffion bitter, or ere this 
1 fliould hauc fatted all the region kytes 
With this flaues offall, bloody, baudy villaine, 

Rcmorfclcffe, trcachcrous,lctchcrous,kindlcflc vlHaine. 

Why w hat an Affc am I ? this is moft braue. 

That 1 the fonne of a dccrc father murthcred. 

Prompted to my reuenge by heauen and hell, 

Muft like a whore rnpack my heart with words. 

And fall a curfing like a very drabbe ; a ftallion, fie vppont, foh 
About my braincs , hum, I hauc heard, 

That guilty creatures fitting at a play, 

Hauc by the very cunning of the feene, 

Beene ftrookc fo to the foulc, that prcfcntly 
They hauc proclaim’d their malcfa6Uons : 

For murthcr chough it hauc no tongue will fpeake 
With moft miraculous organ . He hauc thefe Players 
Play fomthing like the murthcr of my father 
Before mine Vnclc, He obferue his lookes, 

He tent him to thcquicke, if a. do blench 
1 know my courfe. The fpirit chat I hauc fccftc 
May be a diucll, and the diucll hath power 
T aflumc a plcafing fliape; yea and perhaps. 

Out of my wcakcncffc and ,my mclancholly, 

As hcc is very potent with fuen fpirits, 

Ahufes mcc to daranc mcc ; He hauc grounds 
More rclatiuc then this, the plsy** the thing 
Wherein He catch the confcience of the King. 

Enter Kmgy Qwene^ Tolonius^ Ophelia^ Rofeneraus, 
denflerne^ Lords 

And can you by no drift of conference 
Get from him why hcc puts on this confufion. 

Grating fo hardily all his dayes of quiet 
With turbulent and dangerous lunacic ? 

Rof He doocs confefle he fcelcs himfclfc diftrafted. 

But from what caufe a will by nc mcanes fpeake. 

GtyL Nor do wee find him forward to be founded. 

But with a crafty madocs keepcs aloofe 

When yve would bring him on to fomc confeflrun 



